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him. But the fingers could no longer form any intelligible
writing. His eyes filled with tears, and he sank back into
his chair.

The end, now plainly near, though sad, could not but be
welcome. He had never all his life been given to speaking
on religious subjects, but he seemed to enjoy the Psalms
and other passages of Scripture as read to him. His nephew
asked Trim if he felt perfectly happy, and received in return
a smile and an affirmative pressure of the hand. In the
middle of October, in the course of his usual drive, he
caught cold. An attack of bronchitis followed, under which,
on the 22d of the month, after a lapse of only three days,
he quietly and almost imperceptibly passed away.

On the 27th October the remains of the old soldier and
geologist were laid beside those of his wife in the Brompton
Cemetery. A goodly company of mourners followed them
to the grave, including representatives from the varied
circles" of life and activity where he had moved for so
many years, and from which his presence would long be
^                missed. The Queen and the Prince of Wales testified their

;                 respect by sending their carriages to join the funeral pro-

i                cession.   Among those who walked bareheaded behind the

tj                bier the most conspicuous form was that of the Prime

|                Minister, Mr. Gladstone.   And thus, amid the deep regrets

|                of his personal friends, and with the respect and esteem of

I                every rank and condition of men, the earth closed upon all

that was mortal of Eoderick Impey Murchison.

Here the task of the biographer might fitly end.    Yetor a week or
